iga	you can't be too careful
surely," remarked Mr Chaxnble Pewter in that mild, destruc-
tive voice of his, " you are being a little oid-fashioned. This
talk about human ancestors. Isn't it what we used to call
Darwinism and all that ? "
" None the worse for that," said the young American.
"But you are always being so very modern.   Forgive
me if I smile—I have rather a sense of humour—but surely
you know Darwinism was completely exploded years and
years ago ? "
"First I've heard of that," said the young American,
rather taken aback.
" We're none of us omniscient—even the youngest of us,"
said Mr Chamble Pewter.
" But how do you mean exploded ? "
" What everybody means by exploded.   Blown to pieces.
Nothing left of him."
" But who exploded him ? "
" Surely you know that! But I suppose we all have our
limitations. Some professor at Montpellier—I forget his
name—something about the birds and reptiles. A complete
exposure. You should look into it. These disputes have never
interested me very much, I must confess. But there it is.
" But you don't mean to tell me that," the young man
began. " No decent zoologist has done anything to question
die fact of organic evolution and the survival or extinction of
species by natural selection since Darwin broached the idea.
Of course in minor details, in accounting for variations, for
instance. . . ."
Mr Chamble Pewter retained an expression of serene
derision. " Since first I heard of it, I have never doubted fora
moment that this idea of Evolution was utterly absurd.
So why haggle about details ? "
" Did you examine the evidence ? "
"No," said Mr Chamble Pewter.   The young American
jeemed to be at a loss for breath*
" I may be old-feshioned and all that," said Mr Chamble
Pewter in the pause," but I happen to prefer the Bible story of
a creation, to Mr Darwin's curious idea that a large ape came

